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path was left tinder the hedge, and the dogs had to follow me in
Indian file. An old man and a boy were ploughing the field.
" Who's field is this ? " I shouted at the man. " Hey ? " he
called, and called "Wo!" to the horses, and the ponderous
affair pulled up. It never occurred to me before how great is the
inertia of a plough and horses, and that to start and stop it is
not like starting a pony-trap.

" Is this Adams's field ? " I asked.

" No," the man said, " that's one of Adams's fields other side
the hedge."

" Whose is this ? "

He seemed to answer reluctantly :  " This is Gwynett's."

" What are you going to put here ? " I asked.

" Oats, I think," he said, with still more reluctance.

Then, as I turned away, he called out, as if repentant, in a
sociable tone : " Rather a heavy morning." The plough went
on again.

Saturday, January izth.

I was out again this morning in a thick mist. The appearance
of two teams ploughing a large field, and looming vaguely with
large, slow, dignified movements, was as picturesque as that of
vessels coming into harbour early on a misty morning. I think
that never before have I regarded a land-movement as being
equal in picturesqueness to a sea-movement.

Monday, January
Balzac is said to have had a feeling for the art of music. But
it is doubtful whether he had much genuine musical taste. In
" Gambara ", a story overloaded with references to the keys in
which various compositions are written, he speaks with solemn
awe of Beethoven's C minor symphony, but it is also plain that
he thinks Meyerbeer's " Robert Le Diable " a superb work of
art.
WUlison, the man who combines the function of tailor and
horsedealer, told me a story of old Adams, now over eighty, and
still a ' character *. It was an early-morning dialogue between
Adams and an old farm-hand :
Adams. What's this mean, Dick ? It's a quarter past six,
and you but just come.
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